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fined to her room by consumption, which has now taken her
quite out of reach except to memory, which makes  all dear
human beings undying to us as long as we our-   j^.^ ^
selves live.                                                             Mrs. Peter

I am glad to know that you have been inter-   Taylor, 3d
ested in "David Gray."*   It is good for us all   Marchj 18M'
that these true stories should be well told.   Even those to
whom the power of helping rarely comes, have their imagina-
tions instructed so as to be more just and tender in their
thoughts about the lot of their fellows,

I felt it long since I had had news from you, but my days
go by, each seeming too short for what I must do, and I don?t
like to molest you with mere questions.                 Letter to

I have been spoiled for correspondence by   Miss Sara
Mr. Lewes's goodness in always writing letters   Henneii, 7th
for me where a proxy is admissible.   And so it   March 86*-
has come to be a great affair with me to write even a note,
while people who keep up a large correspondence, and set
apart their hour for it, find it easy to cover reams of paper
with talk from the end of the pen.

You say nothing of yourself, which is rather unkind. We
are enjoying a perfect tete-a-tete. On Friday we are going to
hear the " Judas Maccabseus," and try if possible to be stirred
to something heroic by " Sound an Alarm."

I was more sorry than it is usually possible to be about the
death of a person utterly unknown to me, when I read of
Maria Martineau's death. She was a person whose office in
life seemed so thoroughly defined and so valuable. For an in-
valid like Harriet Martineau to be deprived of a beloved nurse
and companion, is a sorrow that makes one ashamed of one's
small grumblings. But, oh dear, oh dear! when will people
leave off their foolish talk about all human lots being equal;
as if anybody with a sound stomach ever knew misery eonv
parable to the misery of a dyspeptic.

Farewell, dear Sara: be generous, and don't always wait at
age in silence because I don't write.

If you were anybody but yourself I should dislike you,
because I   have   to  write  letters to you.    As   it is, your
qualities triumph even over the vice of being in    x^tter to
Italy (too far off for a note of three lines), and   Mrs. Con-
expecting to hear from me, though I fear I should   gj^^jj^
be graceless enough to let you expect in vain if
I did not care very much to hear from you, and did not find
1 A story by Mr. Robert Buchanan in the Comhill, Feb. 1864.
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ura, That with us; and we are so far from griefs, that if we had
